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The nuthor of this volume of religious dis-
courses is more widely known as s contributor to
magizines, and a public lecturer, thannsa preach-
er. The preface informs us that these sermons were
not written for pastoral purposes. The{ are, &
they purport Lo be, “ Discourses on Life," assum-
{ug now the form of the leoture, now of the ser-
won, and occasionally combining with these the
melitative and easy flow of the essay, as the wri-
ter's moods have suggested.

It muy be thet to this freedom in the use of the
form we are indebted for many of the best pages
of this sdmirable volume ; for the religious life is
capricious in its literary manifestations, and does
ot always, as the old weariness in the churches
indicates, appear at the call of him who writes
with a parish upon bis shoulders and a Sabbath
at his heels; rather of him who in a day of clear,
intense life feels moved to write, with no fear of
the doctors, and no purpose save the expression of
himself. the trush that successive years of thought
and feeling have given him.

We' viaiue, Yhbrefort, ‘wene agocy Wi ou ate
courses, because coming from & writer out of pul-
pit and pastoral relations, yet who knows the out.
er and inner world by sfivh futatss of experience
48 has been granted to few preachers,

In estimating the value of this book it would be
unfair to separate it from its author’s personality.
Those are fortunate indeed who can read it with
the commentary of tones, looks, and gestures,
which the friends of Mr. Giles especially will
never wish to forget, and it is no disparagement
to the writer to say this.

Mr. Giles was made to speak to men, and ounly
before an sudience ia he in full possession of him-
self. Indeed, the practiced eye oan see that these
liscourses were not written in eolitude; for in
his study he yet sat before that surging tide of
human faces, and felt tingling through every
nerve, the electric shootings of & thousand beat-
ing hearta. sy

Those who read his book with no thought of

this will miss its interpretation ; the voice that
rolled its impetuous tide underneath these waves
of thought and emotion, and bound reasoning
and quiet humor, and sudden leap of fancy, and
swift spiral nscent of passion, and the gush-
ing of a deep heart into one whole discourse—
the face even a more obedient servant of the
spirit—and aboveall, that mysterious and instinet-
ive feeling between the orator and his sudience,
which anticipated conclusions, plays with rhetor-
ic, snaps chains of logie, and sweeps along speak-
er and hearer trinmphantly from point to point,
telling in secret what is not said, and leaving a
sense of satisfuction which the printed words of
Yue disgourse will never impart to a eritical read-
er Fortunate, we say, then, are those who can
read this hook in Mr. Giles’s personal atmorphere,
It has revelations for them, which it has not for
others . for things only hinted here, become plain
enough with such a commentary. We make no
apology for introducing this consideration. Any
man his more about him than he can put into
proof sheets ; and years of intellectual, emotional,
und imaginative life, may have conspired to modu-
luting & tone, or drawing & line across the brow,
or guiding he wave of an arm, lifted in & moment
of enthusiasm above a listening assembly.

And the same conmsideration must come into
our estimate of the author’s style. It is the style
of & man who always talks and writes to an audi-
‘nee—who is 8o sure of it sympathy that he will
whisper in its ear what he can hardly say to his
bosom friend. Hence its great simplicity ; for he
who can feel the heart of a multitude beating
agninst hisown, need not wrap himself in obscure
or smbitious phrases. Hence its wonderful flex-
ibility ; now level, terse, niry, declamatory, undu-
Intory, or, in higher momenta, springing like a
spire of Hame from the earth, or reposing awhile
on yuiet uplands of contemplation ; for all these
moods dovs the soul of the speaker assume to his
tiearer. And here, too, is the explanation of its
fulness, almost wordiness ; this is not troublesome
{0 an audience when a great man is behind the
words.  Yet its rare purity of diction is a beauti-
ful proof of u delicacy of taste which never throws
dust in that “ well of pure English undefiled,”
which has too often in these latter days become o
mineral spring, whose waters leave upon the pal-
ate unsavory reminiscences of a hundred pew
schools of literature and eloquence. To say that
the style of these discourses is unsuitable, is then
to question the spiritual instincts of & man whose
life has been pansed before mppreciating audien-
ced.  Ita apparent defects, sudden transitions, and
incongruities, are often in obedience to more sub-
tle laws than those taught by Whately and the
Universities.

A thousand men in one room will soon tell a
speaker how he must talk to them, though they
ouly listen ; and Mr. Giles has not been instructed
hy this great professor of rhetorie in vain.

It is not onr purpose mow to inguire how fur
these peculinrities of the author's literary position
have modified bis original mental tendencies;
urither do we pretend, in the space here sllotted
U8, to do justice to the various manifestations of
Iis power. This would involve & oriticism of his
tssaysand lectures and other productions. Our
‘ntention is to indicate a few leading characteris-
ties of his mind as they appear in the yolume be-
fore ug
_ The first thing that Impresses us in these pages
1% the nuthor's firm grasp of moral principles. He
f""_ln the reality of the laws that make Christi-
‘uity, and the facts upom which it is founded, a8
few men do.  The of Worth of Man, the Value
of Freelom, Revereuce, Faith, and Forgiveness
e Purpose of Life, the Boundary Between
Fvowlelge and Mystery : of these be is intensely
“Uuscious, and he writes always under the sub-
duing or inspiring influence of such a conscioue-
"4 But we must think his appreciation of these
'wix is more vivid, a8 they appear in their out-
*ird munifestations, than in their interior spirit-
“relations. Flis eye turns more naturally out-
"irl towards moral laws, incarnsted in persons
“id events, than inward, towards the secret growih
“fthe religious life. He is content to look
"pon truth, love, and beauty, and, through rever.
“uee and eudeavor, grow unconsciously into their
"*“cmblance. e shrinks from exploring those
F*riloas mazes of the inner life where the sharp-
7. “9* often fails, and the stoutest heart beats fast

us he fills us with & healthy and hearty sdmi-

108 for excellence and & horror for sin, rather
Hhan reveals our own souls to us. Wedo ot read
[y - Come see & man who told me sll things
fag ::": [did” but we do come from bim glow-

'h aapiration for every thing great, good,

and |
ovely,

* Chrlutinn
1“' Heary Hlm::‘n
" Tickuor, Kosd, & Pields,

Life. luwn series of Dissourass.
Laotures and Essays! Hos-

The same tendency leads him to contemplute |
human life rather in its ohjective aspects and its
results than its secret sources and subtle rela- |
tions Historieal groupings in his pages naturally |
illustrate great principles, and his pictures from
private life are usually copied from its common |
and obvious appearances. Nature, too, in its !
grander outlines, and its broad spaces of light !
and shadow, is the object of his love and reverent
gympathy. In all these discourses we have the |
outward procession of life rather than the inward :
analysis. |

There are few of those sentences which so |
often in Martineaun flash a strong light into the
deepest abysses of our souls. Yet, the author has |
lived deeply, as we diseover from his moduzf con- |
..-.‘.JAJ-'.- - ! Li_-'lu I:'
the advantages of his method, to complain that he
attempts not the more doubtful and difficult task
of showing us ourselves.

The manner in which principles sre appre-
hended depends upon the combination of intellect,
imagination, and passion, in the nature. The in-
tellect of Mr. Giles is broad, healthy, and gene-
rously appropriative, rather than oritical, or meta-
pbysical. Fucts and opinions do net lie insuch
relations in his mind that we read every page ns
a step in the elucidation of a gystem ; neither are
we always satisfied by his attempte at metaphysi-
cal analysis ; in truth, those pages seem to s the
least valuable in the book. Neither do we look
for delieate appreciation of the shades of personal
charaocter, or any very critical estimate of motives
or actione, He deals with principles in their out-
lines; walks over long tracts of thought with a free
step and & joyous mien, and is ever ready to wel-
come & new idea, without fear of disarrangement
to his own mental furniture. We receive from
his intellect a refreshing feeling of manliness and
adlegr cammonggnee. in & grester degren thanfrom l
that of any writer of sermons we know.

But the highest thing done by our author is
clage thea 2 SR Gelakaad geacvec g

pathies. His heart is as wide aa the race of man,
and one throb of it will often bring him along-
side of great musses to whose hearts he discourses
with power. He bears us along upon the swift
torreut of his passion with no fear of wreck ; for
emotion 8o healthy and comprehensive as his can
always be trusted.

It is no small praise to say, that in a book
abounding in passages of pathetic and exultant
feeling, we cannot point to a line of unhealthy
religious sentimentalism. 1lis heart is as true as
it is deep and tender, His power of intuition,
united with an imagination which vividly realizes |
and pictures what is suggested by every other

faculty, often conducts him to heights which men

of far stronger and subtler intellects in vain at-

tempt to seale. While he rarely reposes in those

elevations of serene contemplation, where trath is
seen in a white light, he is often poised o moment
above the clouds, and gives report of strange and
beautiful things there seen. A better combination
of faculties could hardly be desired for a great
popular preacher than this; an intellect generous
and robust, as well as sensitive to delicate impres-
sions; a heart on fire with passion for the great,
and good, and beautiful; and an imaginatiop pic-
torial, and kindling at the sight of new truth.
While these are not, perhaps, the quslities of a
great creative mind, they constitute a nature ly-
ing open on cue side to the reception of all that
is highest and best, and full of attractive power
on the other to draw men up to their worthy ap-
preciation.

We have no space for extracts—in truth, we
prefer that our readers should buy the book and
make their own. We, however, have read with
peoculiar pleasure the discourses on the * Guilt of
Contempt,” * David,”” “ The Spirit of Christiin
Forgiveness,” aud those pages of ealm and sweet
reflection in * Evangelical Goodness” and “The
Weariness of Life,”” which seem to us in the uu-
thor's best manner of thought and expression.
But every sermon contains stirring and eloquent
passages ; and we leave the book, heartily thank-
ing the writer for having given us a new rever-
ence for Christianity, more strength for nction
and endurance, and a firmer faith in His goodness,
to whose glory powers so rare and commanding
are here worthily consecrated. A. D M.

For the Nutional Era

BESSIE LINDSAY; OR, THE ROYDEN TAMED.

HY MARY IRVING.

the smtansed swmd we neiss bon

|

Imnr.-umxn.]

Three years and more had flown away. Charles
Franklin's visits to his adopted home had grown
more frequent and flying than the yearly ones of
yore. Bessic was evermore his fuithful corres-
pondent, and her lively letters kept a well-spring
gushing in the sober heart of his theological life.
Three years had not left her u little girl, although
they could not he said to have sobered her into
womanhood. Wilful and winning as ever, she
was almost dangerously fascinating in her young
beauty and awakened wit. From the pupil of
her cousin, she had risen to be the coufidant of
his every purpose—the sharer of his every joy
and sorrow. [Books were strong links in the
chain that circumstances had thrown around
their hearts. The dashes of her light pencil en-
livened the marging of his “ Shakspeare” and
“ Ivanhoe,” and a lock from the brown braids of
her hair lay nestling among the sublime myste-
ries of hia “ Paradise Lost”

Unconsciously, Charles had grown to regard
her as something belonging to himself, aud now
the thought was st times most painful. His own
vow at his mother's death-bed, and his own plans,
purposes, and wishes ever since, had bound him
to the self-denying life of a missionary. Was
the thoughtless, wild-spirited girl a fitting candi-
date for the * Cross and Crown 77 Yet he knew
how atrong was the tie that bound Bessie's heart
to his; snd he trusted firmly by this to draw it
into the same path of self-denial. He sought not
to break that tie. She had often told him—und
her eyes had said more than her impulsive lips—
“ Cousin Charles | my destiny is in your hands;
I shall be what you shall make me!”

Strong is the power of & mighty—a master—
spirit. It bursts, with the sweep of the uncurbed
ocean, over all obstacles, and bears down human
hearts in myriads at its own wild will. But there
is & point where Omnipotence saith to the might-
iest human influence, as it said to that stormy
wave, “ Thus far shalt thou come, and no further;
and here shall thy” pride * be stayed " Charles
had yet to learn the truth, that to angel or mor-
tal was never delegated the power to touch the
chord that draws the heart heavenward! Flis
theological studies were ended, but circumstances
offered to detain him a year from his destination ;
and it must be owned that the delay was & source
of satisfuction hardly acknowledged to his “ heart
of hearts”

He was passing a week at his “home”—a
week of trial, slmost of despair; for Dessie’s ex-
uberance of wild spirits seemed never so fully ot
ita height ; snd his own sank proportionately.

“Are you never serious, Cousin Bessie!” he
asked, slmost impatiently, one evening, when her
mirthful pranks had broken through all the bar-
riers by which he had sought to turn them into a
quieter channel.

“Yes, sometimes—o' 8 " relurned the
lively brunette, “ when anybody but Parson W.
preaches. By the way, Charley, if you will
preach, | promise to look as demure as a psalm-

-

“ But lessie! Cousin Bessie "—ra

“Bat, my dear Cousin Charles, A. M —which
is, being interpreted, Master of the Art of long.
facedness—I intend to bring un action for man-
slaughter at the next conrt against Semina-
ry for killing the spiritof life in you! You used
to he as lively a8 8 woodlark, and now! it is
enough to provoke a conlrary creature like my-
self into u violent fit of risibility, even to look at
you !”

“ Bessie, will you hear me 7'

“ [ have the floor, sir! and my sermon deserves
its tarn! [Its theme might be stated thus
 Laughing is absolately essential to health and
long life’ Dr. Combe for that—there is author-
ity! Now 1o make tha neren wl ..NHL--....\.. in

Van wy most esteemed and re- |
spected consin, are vonvicted of commicting slow |
suicide upon your physical frame! Do you never
laugh now 17 ghe added, with undiminished mirth.
“ucorrigible!” thought her cousin, ss he
looked her steadily and hopelessly in the face

thasa words

with an expression that at last startled her into |

some degree of attention.

“1 do mot often laugh. I caunot laugh to-day.”
replied he, ot length. * Serious mmtters lie be-
fore me here,” drawing from his pocket a letter,
which he held, as if hesitating to unfold.

Bessie bounded to the ottoman, with a look of
intense curiogity into the face that was fixedly
bent toward the oak leaves of the earpet beneath

“ 1t is from B——, Bessie, and it calls me to
my life-path sooner than | had anticipated.”

If his object bad been merely to soher his
young listener, it was already attained. She sat
with heaving chest, cheeks suddenly paled, nnd
lips half parted, while, in the pause that followed
his words, she breathed chokingly.

“You were not going for a year, Charles!”

d{‘; wy plans are nléerled._ Bessie—] must
feave; and | seek mol—pow—to Btay. [ must
leave this dear home—to-morrow!” he added,
~lmly and distivetlr, compreasing higJins with o
sudden firmness.

“To-morrow!” gasped the bewildered girl —
No—mno!"

“Be calm, Bessie!” sald he, soothingly, taking
her hand—though his own was cold as ice, and
passive as though that ice had fullen upon his
warm heart-pulses.

“ You shall not—you caunot leave me, Cousin
Charles!” exclaimed the impulsive being, throw-
ing her arms sround his neck and laying her
gobbing, trembling head upon his throbbing heart.

You! the only human being that ever under-
stood me—that ever guided me—my only one!
you sre going to the heathen. | am worse than
the heathen—I need you more than they all!
Stay with me, Charles, or oh! if you must go,
take me with you, cousin! Don’t leave me in this
world alone! I am not it—" and the incoherent
sentence died away on her quivering lips.

The countenance that hent above her's was con-
tracted with agony for a moment, as Charles's
arms closed around the victim of his own mis-
guided hopes and dreams. But he spoke not, till
he said, slowly and steadily—* Bessie ! ask your-
self—are you fit to be a mussionary’s wife 2

At that last word, Bessie unclasped her arms
and rose {o her full height. The fountiin of tears
was checked instantaneously ; yet she did not fuint,
although her cheek was white and her lips color-
less. It was as though a flash of lightning had
transfigured her with those words from “ the child

| forget

to the woman.” And woman's pride, and woman's
dignity, onme swelling in the full tide that hnrat
from an almost breaking heart. She stood & mo-
raent in that sudden hush of the whirlwind, gaz.
ing, not on him, but on vacaney.

“ No ! ghe exclaimed, while Charles looked on
her with a wague terror. She turned from him,
and walking firmly to the door, laid her hand upon
the latch.

“Bessie, we do mot part in anger?’ cried
Charles, a8 overcome by a sudden spasm at his
heart, he sprang half-way toward her.

“She turned, and gave him one lock—so full
of reproach, yet so full of gratitude—so full of
adoration, that he stood transfixed Never, to his
brightest dream, had she looked so bewilderingly
beautiful—so soul-radiant—and it wus for the
last tume ! Such n glanee might a spirit at the
Gate of Life, fix on ita departing guardian augel.

Each lived an age in that one moment. “ We
should count time by heart-throbs” It passed.
Beasie grasped the latch—her hand trembled
upon it; but she was gone. Too proud to be
pitied of mortal, she buried hervelfl in the recesses
of her chamber, and—but we may not intrude
there.

And Charles. He was not less the sufferer
that he had drilled his heart into a life-long sub-
jectiom to a higher aim. Not less a sufferer—for
he could not look on this wreck of hope and say,
“1 woke mot the winds nnd waves to 'whelm my
bark of happiness” He had grasped a chaircon-
vulsively, and when the door closed between him
and her, he moved toward the window.

YA moment o’er hin brow
The tablet of unutterable thoughts
Was traced, and then it faded us it eame.””
He clusped his hands over his heart, and looked
up to Heaven—" Is the sacrifice complete, oh! Fu-
ther 7V

Two months later, Charles, in his lonely state-
room in a vessel bound for the dark shores
of Asin, unseuled the trunk where his kind sis
ters had deposited their Jast gifts. A bundle of
stout “wocks,” from Aunt Hetty's own swift fin-
gers, together with * comfort of many a hue—
a beantiful pair of shades from Mary, and a val-
unhle poﬂf’::“ll from Theresa, (now “settled
in life” near her childhood’s howe), received for
esch his silent thanks, as did the choice books
which cgostituted the greater part of the precious
cargo, Dut a little packuge in one corner arrested
his eye, and he opened it hesitatingly. Envelope
wher envelope unrolled, and the last contuined &
card with these words only :

“1 would give you o¥livion of myself, if 1 could
forgive und forget Brssix”

“Forget!" he echoed, as he bowed his head
upon his closely-clasped hands. For many minutes
he silently communed with the world invisible,
till its calmuess foll like a muntle over bia soul
He quietly arose, and placed the card with his
mother’s miniature.

“ Hessie ! what has changed you so 7 exclaimdd
Mary, one evening, six months Iater. ns Bessie
knelt by her sick chair to administer u bowl of her
own inimitable grael.

Bessie dropped her eyes, but forced a light

augh

l “‘\'ou were wild as o bawlk, and twice as rest-
less, n year since,” Mary went on. “ Now you

surprise me every hour, by something so unlike
our former self. Why, yea are making Aont

{lmy quite sminble by your concilintiveness, and

you nre the dearest purse to me, sweel sister

n
o uz- might have quivered  little, but
It

Bensie's
R e yeseg ttar ot dove
ently | an ey
::::th mu': parlor. It was the sunset hour of
a summer Sabbath day. Her white-haired father
st in his “old arm-chair,” holding up the n'.
derous family Bible to bis failing eyea. A balo
from the cloud-curtain of the western skiea rested
upon his head like & crowa of ‘larz."
“Bhall 1 to you, father 7" aaked the daugh-
ter, gently seating hersell upon the stuffed arm

) chair.
"'*‘?n:t'yudm, it's getting dim for me,” was
the tender reply of the warm earted old man.
{n & mellow tone she breathed out the besutiful
words of She paused ot Isst, She
Jsid the volume on its three-cornered stand, und

coming father, wreathed ber white
fingers e whiter locks that time had spared

his L
up u-illyqoicj
“ Well, my dear, what s it ¥
u mul-fum been thinking of leaving you—
ng away (o teach”
, my darliog, is ot the old house large
us all 7

of

a lUut what 1

“ But it seems to me that | ought to ho aceom.
plishing something in this busy world.”

“You are, my duughter; you are making thoe
sunshine of sn old man's decliving dayz  God
bless you and direet you, Bessie! bhut | should
misa you more than heart can tell.”

Tears came crowding to Bessie's eyelids; she
dropped two upon the broad forehead of the old
mun, and then turning suddenly, weut out into
the little verandah.

Twilight had hidden the sunset ploam—a
shadow was falling upon the world, and it fell ou
her heart too. She clasped her hands, nod looked
up to the whispering elms ; then suddenly pressed
them over her still damp eyelids. |

“ | must not stay here !” she exclaimel, - every
breeze, every leaf, whispers to me what | would
Dear ties bind me here, but the 1ie of
duiy ta-not among them. 1wl wof ben pluing
asntimentalist—] commar be a stoic! Charles )
will go where your memof® shall not spesk (0 me
thus—night, noon, snd morning ”

A month from that hour, Bessie was n hundred |
miles awny. She bad obtained a situation iy a |
flourishing seminary, of which, in & year's time.
she became the energetic and valucd principal
Was sbe happy ! Who ever sought happiness in |
action, where action and duty were syponymous
and found it mot?

“ It is not good for man to be slone “—and this |
Charles Franklin had proved, lopg ere, worn 1o
feebleness by unrelaxed toil under d burning sun,
he cume again to breathe the bracing winds of
his pative sky. He stood on deck while the first
of America’s shore grew durk on the world of |
waters—cheerfully, mot buoyantly gering—for
few ties bound him to it. There was & mewmory
of Bessy Lindsay next his heart; but it wus a
memory—not & hope. What destiny might have
written for her, he knew not.  He hal heard of |
# change in her aims for this life, and her Lopes
for another, before a year had parted them  Two |
years bhad passed gince then. He had often i
lenced the dream voice in his heact, hy siying, |
“ Her pride would conquer her love. Even were
she all that | once thought to make her, liossie
LEnd:n_y would never fmwice pl:‘ncc her hand in

Yet he sought his adopted home—he could not
do otherwise. The good farmer was hoary anid
infiomy 78~ ha.riramed M rith 4 St "
blessing. There was a joyful dommotion in the
little household, for it was liede now. Mary was
there, more sisterly than ever; and Bella, a benn-
ty snd & blonde, kept the walls alive by her own
liveliness. The rest of the sisters had long since
gone the way of this marrying worll Aunt
Hetty had found inthe “ old churchyard” the rest
she never sought in life.

All—but Bessie. “ You must not go without
seeing her,” said the old man.  She is the tlower
of my heart—the darling of my old age. | have
never forgotten your eare of her, Charles You
ouEhl to—must see her.”

I will see her,” said Charles to himself 1
will eee her, and blot out her memory with her
indifference.”

Charles sat in the study of the clergyman of
C ,on & day not long succeeding the last date,
and aroused a eulogium that might have cinon-
ized a saint in the middle ages, ns he casunlly in-
quired for the youthful Principal’s welfure,

“Thank God, that she has risen to crush trial
benenth her!” responded his heart

“You could not find a better wif, young
friend, concluded the minister, with that glinee
of peculiar curiosity to which the young mission-
ary had often been painfully subjected, in his
wanderings.

Charles replied by a laconie bow, and & slightly
ironical smile “ Thank you, sir. 'The lady isna
cousin of mine—I might say, an adopted sister”

“Ah! well” returned his well-meaning ndvi-
ser,’ I need not then proclaim her execllencles in
your ear. We are by no means desirous to part
with the jewel of our town. The clock strikes ;
will you accompany me, sir, to my Thursday lec-

ture, and relieve me by conducting its exercises !
Miss Lindsay is its constant attendant, and she
will he there”

Charles Franklin had not thought that his

nulse could ¥itanie ngdin as he TR o sway, when

Le seated himself upon the platform of that As-
sembly-room. It was n summer evening. T'here
was & (uietuess in the air—a quietness in the
willow-boughs that almost drooped within the
open windows, [le scanued piercingly each face
that, entering, took in freshness from the erimson
curtains of the sunset sky. Bessie Lindsay, with
her own gentle though elastic step, and a counte-
nance ag radiant with ealm joyousness ns the glow-
ing heaven itself, came soon nlong the aisle, buried
in her own quiet thoughta,

The simple evening service commenoed—and
at the first low word, Bessie lifted her eyes, to
meet the gaze of those over whose memory the
moss of years had grown green in her heart. A
quick throh of that heart told how deeply rooted
had been that memory; but she hushed ite heav-
ing emphatically. Shading her closed eyes with
her hand, khe communed with the voice of Rea-
son, till the sunbeam shone agsin unclouded in
her countenance, Cheerfully, cordinlly, each met
each nt the door, and gave and returued an old
friend's grasp of the hand.

The next morning's eall—1 need not say that it
was dresded on both sides; but it must be met;
and 80 Dessie ndvanced frankly to meet Charles
8 heentered the door of her elegant little pirior,
and held out both hands to weleome him.  With
the inimitable grace of an accomplished woman
sho seated herself at his side, and blended cordial
inquiries after the home-vircle with muny ques-
tions upon the history of the past three years
At length an awkward pause intruded itself, such
a8 frequently falls in between two persons who
know, or bave once known, n great deal of each
others’ hearts. A certain indefinable dread of say-
ing either too little or too much, strikes both into
dumhbness. Bessie was the first to break this, with
a touch of her frank, olden gaiety.

“There is an jceberg of embarrasament be-
tween us, Cousin Charles, and it must be thawed
away. | laid its foundations, and | must be the
first to wttack them, I suppose. Forgive me for
alluding, ence only, to an Eour that you cannot
have forgotten. | do so, merely that its memory
may be thornless in your heart. Cousin, | owed
you more thun life—all that made life valuable
you woke in my heart ; and when that heart give
iteelf to you unsought’—

Charles would have interrupted her, but she
hurriedly, almost proudly, went on.

“The girlish folly was n sincere one ; but it has
not pussed away without leaving s baptism on the
heart it swnyed, more purif ing than that of fire
Its tendrils had all been entwined round an earth-
ly prop. When rent from that, they turned
Heavenward. Cousin, none but you could have
taught me that lesson —the lesson to love the Cre-
ator more than the created, and all the happi-
neas which this lesson learned has shed upon my
life, | owe to you, under kind Heaven! For this,
most of wll, | would thank you, and would bid
you dismiss every etful remembrance of the
trial which alone could have tamed into submis-
sion the wild turbulence of my nature.  Shall we
not wow, be again the friends that we once were7”
excliimed she, extending her hand to her cousin.

 Not till you have heard w-, Nessle” respond.
ed her listener, burying nevertheless the offered
pledge of reconcilintion in his own munly hend.
“Not until you have sllowed me to correct o
luiup‘rniullnn of yours, at the risk even of
your displeasure. You gave not your  heart un-
sought' "

“Let the dead Past bury its dead!” rrtu.rud
the lady, almost haoghtily, yet with color height-
ening in her expressive countensnoe. .

%[ know that pride is the last enemy which re-
muios to be conquered in your henrt, Deasie!
You tell me—and your lips never spoke words
not of truth—you tell me that my influence over
your spirit has been strong to subdue its con.
soious waywardoess. Iessie, it is for you to an-
swer | Sinll I challenge the lust mighty passion
there 1 ‘

Bessic sat motionless, with drooping eyelids,
whose trembliug told only of the inward struggle
that was working out her destiny. She did not
answer—in wo d we may not auswer for
her!

Yet there was an answer given, at the altar of
a little country church, when Hessie—no longer
Brasie Uoduy—rhud her hand in that of the

guide of ber youl
“ You bave stolen “3 an old man's treasure,
Charley " spoke the old father, half nidl‘vlr,
wiping his dim eyes with a hopefnl smile. “ We ll
take her, with -‘-- and Heaven's best blessing
'\'h“:i. ve hor ‘: ;:: in ber childhood, ﬁhﬂ-l
ou your own forever!
Bdal::t.:l up into the eyes that rested on
l;: fuce with the
t

- s Where
will f be

book in the frout gallery all day long "

« O, yes, father, but—"

the blaze of a torrid sun—where, under palm-
shaded roofs, cluster, night snd morning, grovps
of ignorant, dark-browed sud dark-minded beings,
in the light of sn all.endvring. all-hoping, tesch-
er'a smile—we may not follow the once “little

hoyden” We will only pour out the best, most
fervent wishes of our hearts on such as her, who
volautarily transpliut thenselves from our eivil-
ized “gurden of the world.” to make “ the wil-

derness blossom as the rose
-
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THE SPIRIT-NAUNTED.

BY MISS ALICK CARLY
tVer the durk woods
#Hung the new m

sarging, solemn

i's milver ring

And in white and naked Leauty

e frue Twilahit's lumin |.- winar
Y oered Wun first sinr of Yhe o¥— |
"Fwas the time when poets weave |

Kadiant songs of love's sweet passion
In the lmom of thimeht sublime |
Aund with throbibing, quick pulsations |
Heat the golden web of rhye.

i bl shde wide and lunesome !
Hending townrd the fearful wave,
Whase aold billows aye keep dropping
Through the still door of the grave,
Where the lip from love bs bound,
And the furebead napkin-erwned, |
Chin w bilL-wide, where like ruius
Slunted columns of pale fire |
Anil the taist from off life's
Qulversl like » glittering wire
Uler the white srm of some mukil |

|
river

Mutted iu the foldlng shade |
Unes, ah mn! | onee bebeld him
Whow no mortal love conld bind,

From a path of desolute grandeur |
Heating back the ehilling wind

Sinking wa he onwanl prest, [

Lhesth's sharp arruw in bils breast

I the leash of an enchiantment
Followed his Llack spaniel, ghoul,

Ugwering toward the rocky kennols

i . P TR gt

Burned like fire that never dise

s mibempg bis pale Gugers
Urushed the swect chiordm of bis lyre,
Like m phinnton bnnd ciressing
Kome lost metoor's wane of fire |
While his beart made vooal night
Kuvaking nt the gutea of 'ight
U w deeam of awful aplendor
His wound-wenry sonul was streteliod,
And anross the heart's pale raine
Winged lmaginations reachiod
(Ver the j lory and the gloom
Of that birth ehamber, the tomb.

|
While hin bunger-ghittering even \

As the poor hind hunted, panting,
(i the wenry chase for huurs,
lu some wilderness of beauty
Winde its pilver horus with owars |
Guthered he desp pence unsought
In the glorious realma of thought.
In w tower, shadow-laden,
With a ensement high and din,
¥ ears agone there dwelt n malden,
Loving, nnd beloved by him.
Hut while ritfing Hybla's bees
A ol masker orossed the seas.

Thien, hor bosam suftly trambling,
IAke a star in morning's lght,

Faithlepa te her mortal lover
Fled she forth into the night—

For her & great feast was sprond

o the Kingdom overbeml

Wo, O wo ! for the abandoned,
Hm hiw wortal stepe must be,

Peath's high-priest Wit sout hue wedded
Unito immortality '

Twilight's golden full or morn

that is what | shall give you,” taking off his night-
cap, and tossing it to Sir Astley

“Thaok you, sir!” asid Sir Astley; “aoything
from you is aeceptable,” and he put the eap into
hix pocket,

Upon examination it was found to contain a
cheek for one thousand guiness.

Oae other ancedote must he related, ns singu-
larly illustrative of his charactor,

Mr. Steere consulted Sir Astley at his own

| residence, and having received his advice, depart-

ed without giving the usunl fee. Sir Astley tock
no notioe of this, but guve him his assistance

| cheerfully, under a feeling that he was a gentle-
| man who had seen better days but who wis now

in indifferent cireumstances. Shortly after, how- |

| ever. Sir Astley received a note, acquninting him

that on going to the Stock Exchange, he found
that he had some smuiom, which he had disposed

; of, and that he had taken the liberty to put £5,000

af it im bis mema - and Bodine that it hed goon
after risen, he took the further liberty of selling |
it for him, and now sent tne difference, which |
wias L6703

Sir Astley’s nmount of fees far exoeeds that of |
any member Of the profession. lp onc year he
received no less n sum than L£20000, and for
many years from £15,000, upwards. 118 patients |
have gomprised all classes of wmociety, and his
friendship was bestowed equallygon the wenlthy
nud the indigent.

INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT-BISHOP BASCOM.

Bartisone, September, 1550 |
T'o the Editor of the National Era :

I have just been reading the life of Mahomet,
by Washington Irving, and it set me to thinking
upon the poor rewards of literature in this coun-
try, nnd merely for the want of an internationsl
copyright. | remember being in Washingtog
when Mr [rving was appointed Minister to Spain.
The an dit there was, that he had only asked for

| u legutionship, but that the President, in consider-

ntion of his high rrputnlinn, und the honor his
nume hud couferred upon the American literature
abroad, nominated him minister, as above

The politiciuns ubout Washington—M. C 'aanl
bradre— ot & 5% at least muny of Hhem, plessed |
with lrving's appointment, ns they seemed to think |
that such places should be bestowed upon those
who bad performed party dutp—aa (Lo why bhad |
adorped the literature of his country was not |
wbove the doer of party work. T'hey affected to |
think that Irving's vocation as a “ follower of lit-
erature” had unfitted him for such n position—
forgetting, or being ignorant of the fact, that some
of the lending men in English and French diplo-
matio history were from the literary class, Prior,
the poet, was & capital diplomatiat, and so was Sir
Willism Temple; and | believe it is not asserted
that Guizot's literary attainments interfered
with his statesmanship. Somebody said of Dean
Swift, or may be he suid it of himself, that he
preached polities. "This wight have interfered
wigh his clerical duties, but he umlinif was 1
statesman, while he was the most original literary
genius of the day,

Sinoce Irving's mission, Bancroft has filled one
to Lngland with eclat, though he did write the
history of his country. And while Mr, Irving
wis our minister, he not ouly fulfilled ull his
duties at the Court of Spain, to the satisfaction
of his countrymen, but he found time to revise
this life of Mahomet, which be hud previously
written—a work which perhaps few politicinns
ahroad or at home could write so well.

Almost all the leading statesmen of France are
literary men—commenced their oareer nx litera-
teurs, and Burke's lsway on the Sublime and
Beautiful did not prevent his being the most
prophetic statesman of his day ; nor did Cun-
ning's contributions to the Anti-Jacobin, and bis
literary indulgences, take from his skill ns
leader in the politics of his country, Lord
Brougham cun testify that Canning's wit shar-
pened by such uses, had a keenness ahd a point

Finds him, leaves him, weary, lorn,

Wenry, lorn, | once bebield him,
Woith hie wild eyes full of Lght,
Unidder mduight's roof of planets
Vrntiey wibbe b cpmbla th
Aw eneh vision, fanoy.wooeil,
Fuded ok to sotitmle,
Sotetimens by the louely ses side,
Sometimen in the wilderness,
Half his raptureshnken bosum
Feols ngatn the 1y pross
OF & white arm, vain, "ths vain—
Found bim darkness sehes mgaln

whhi

In her ouve lay Silence hungry
Fur the hesuty of hin song
Eohoes loeked from mortal waking
Trembled nn he passed wlong,
And far love of him pale mslds
Lannad [ike 1ilies from the shades,

But the looks of love unwinding
From bis borom ws he might,
Huried he his soul of sorrow

in the elond-dissolving Hght
(M the apirit propled phore
Kver, #Ver, evermore
-
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CONSUMPTION OF THE PRODUCTS OF SLAVE
LABUR IN ENGLAND,

The aholition of slavery in the British West
India islonds was preceded by strenuous snd sue-
cessful efforts to induoe the people of Great Brit-
nin to disuse the produets of slave Inbor  These
efforts originnted mainly with those who call
themselves “ Frieuds,” among whom have wlwiys
heen found earnest, putient, nnd ‘t'emurlng nd-
voeates of the suffering slave. ithin the past
year a new and vigorous movement haw com-
meneed in Epgland, which in the result may
lurgely interest this country

Coffee, rice, and sugar, of the product of free
lnbor, ean without dificulty he obtained ; but ihe
question from whence free cotton ean be had, has
been one of difficult solution.  ‘The efforts in
Iudin to grow the better gualitios, are not as yet
wuccessful, but there is some improvement, even
there. T'here is also o probability that cotton
will be largely produced in other British posses-
sions. 1o Jumnios and other West India islands,
wauny plantations have beon commenced, and are
reported ny doing well.  From Port Natal, South
Afries, sumples of ootton have been received,
valded by brogers in England as worth one
shilling per pound ; and sn influential colonist
writes—" From one treeof the green seed variety.
that | buve growing in anything but a rm(‘
situntion nesr my house, | have gathered full six
and & half pounds apnually for the last three
yeurs, (ahout three pounds the first year) Six
pounds of cotton, ua it cotnes from the tree, yields
two pounds of clean cotton.  Oune thousand such
trees onn be grown on an scre of ground.”

There is also in this country n Free Produce
Awsociation, the organ of which is the “ Noa
Sluveholder " publighed in Philadelphia. 1t is »
paper of ndmirable epirit, and has contiined o
areat amount of information se to that portion of
the population of the sluve States who hold no
slaves, and who, if they knew their strength, ns
many of them nlready know their rights and in-
terests, would speedily overturn slavery,

Itecent letiers from Kngland state that the Rev.
e, Pennington and the Rev. H. H. Garnet (both
once slaves in this country,) sre now discuss-
ing the question of the disuse of slave-grown pro-
duce hefore English audiences. The organiza-
tion in England 1s very nctive and efficient. and
it seems probable that it will be ahle to lessen the
demand for slave-grown cotton. ln the effort to
do 8o, no war is proclaimed against this country,
or even against the Bouth ; nay, the enterprise is
alrendy, to some extent, nppreciated and befriend-
el by the noo-slaveholders of the South, who
have furnished wome hundreds of bales of free
ootton, and are ready and anxious to make ar-
rangewents for o largely increased su It

SIR ASTLEY COOPER.

In Pettigrew’s Medieal Portrsit Gallery, Part
V, nre the following amusing anecdotes of the
celebrated nur Sir Astley Cooper:

He I‘M'mllpl, the lirgest fee given nt
one time for an operation. [t was upon an old
leman, named Hyatt, who was o resident in
the West fnﬂn; and when he arrived at the nge
of seventy, being afllioted with stone in the hlal-
der, determined on golog to England, to undergo
an o for ita removal. It war performed
with his scoustomed wbility ; sad upon 'N:,i:f
him one day, when he was sble to quit his bed,
he o to his wurgeon that he had feed his
physician, he had not yet remunerated his sur-

He desired to know the amount of his
,: and Bir Astley stated *Two hundred
guineas 1"
2 ) ¥ exclaimed the old gentleman,

llouunof

where MMIIIH(H.;JM
buried 1

Where the mountsios of Ilindostan burn in

which huve left o sore place in his Lordship's
memory.  Bat enough of this. Why have we
not an international copyright 7 Our country is
fooded with foreign republications, most of them
of n pernicious tendency, upholding institutions
manl PRe$ NEIDE & SULLE Of worale iucumpatible with
| the well-being of n Republic, while Ameri-
oun literature goes n hegging for a publisher.
The cause of this is evident. If American pub-
lishers ean get Bulwer's and Dickeus's and
TI'huckeray’s publications for notking, they are
not disposed to pny unything to an American nu-
thor. They cun get Eugene Sue's works trans-
luted for a few dollars, und make their tens of
thousands by flooding the country with them. |
siy nothing of those reprehensible publioations,
fit only for the outensts of society and their nsso-
cintes, which the hook-boys hawk about in publie,
nnd press upon the travellers at every depot, upon
the elerks at every counter, upon the sojourners
ut every hotel, and, in fuct; upon the wayfarers in
every street.

To use n simple illustration: If one ean dine
at the best hotel, on the hest viands, for twenty-
five cents, he is not willing to give more to n
hotel less famous for good things, and where the
fare is higher, und the courtesy not so distin-
guished. So, while the publishers enn serve Bul-
wer and Boz and Thaekeray up so cheaply to their
customers, they will not pay Cooper or Irving
much, merely to Amerieanize their bill of fure
But, with an international copyright law, Eng-
lish nuthors could command a [yrlnn here, und
ours could commang a price in England  As it
is mow, the foreign authorssupply both markety—
for they get high pay for their works at home;
many of & literary talent have to seck some
other than a literary field for brewd, for they get
scareely unything ut home,and nothing abiroad, fur
their worka
If we had an international copyright law, every
author in Great Britain would avail himself of ir,
for no one publishes o book without expeoting to
have readers. At the enme time, only such Eng-
lish writers as Bulwer and Dickens and Thuok-
eray oould obtain n very high price in this coun-
try fur their publications; while other authors
hiving uvailed themselves of the internations
copyright, the republication of their works wonld
be interdicted. ‘Then American authors could
present themselves with their manuseripts, and
enter into o fair competition—for, until a foreign
wuthor had established a reputation in his own
land ot least, our publishers would not give him
anythiog for his copyright. In the mean time
our literature would grow up around us and
among us, snd A ste for it would be eatablished.
In mechunics, in stntesmnanship, and at the bar,
our talent compures with that of England, to suy
the least of it, and we fall so far bebind in a lite-
rary point of view beeause our men of liternry
talent have to seek some other field of lubor to
live, When wa spek of American suthors it
must be remembered that, perhape, not one of
them, except Irving, has supported himself by his
pen ; and Irving, be it remembered, wrote his most
popular works when the publishers on hoth sides
of the water paid him liberally, hofore the system
of chesp publications took root in our land, and
when what now sells for twenty-five cents sold for
two nnd throe dollays
It may be objected, that if the system of cheap
publieations were nholished that the peopleof onr
country would be deprived (the great mass of the
paorle) of that source of reading so necessary to
their moral and intellectual improvement, and
which now is in fact & want with them. Firstly :
there is not much moral or intellectunl improve-
ment in the masy of cheap publieations to uny-
body. Aund secondly ; the whole world of existing
literature, would he open to the cheap publishers
still. It would only be the copyright works of
living authors, whioh, if their nuthors chose,
would be secured to them in both countries.

* We hear of an Industrisl Convention of all n-
tions, to be held in London; sud who does not ap-
prove of it7 Suppose that a congress of nations
whould be held upon this eopyright question—
what do you think they would say of us who ap-
plaud such & man as Walter Beott to the eoho,
circulste and read hundreds of th Is o
copies of his works, behold our publisher waking
hundreds of thousands of dollars by their sale,
and know, st the same time, that their illustrious
nuthor is actually writing blmself to death o pay
his debts, and will not him to maka one
cent by the sale of hin publications in the United
Staten, What would they way of us?

Anlong as wo oan stesl our brooms ready made,
we are content. llut u time of sterner justice
unto all men is coming, God speed it 1

In my Iast communication | mentioned bein
takon by my nunt, when | was quite a ahil:,
to hesr Mr. Summerfield to the children,
Summerfield is now long sinoe dend, and Mr. Bas-
oom, who wan then his great pulpit rival here, if
the word rival may be used in such a category, in
now desd also. ‘T'he last mall brings us the
news that be died in Loulsville, Kentucky.

Mr. Bascom, as s known to your resders, was
Inst summer crosted o of the Methodit

| ntory

| ment very much in apparent abstraction.

lingering many weeks, with every effort in bis
behalf that medies) mil friendship and bro
therbood eould devise, he yielded 1o the fute which
awnita ull of ve

Bishop Bascom and Summerfield were sntirely
different in their oratery The one was the storm
the other the sunshine. The delicate and fragile
form of Summerfield contrasted strongly with the
athletic and powerfully developed frame of Bas
com, and o0 wag It with their eloquence

Bishop Bascom will be a great loss to his
charch. For, however wide may be the opinions
expressed as to the position he took with the
ohurch South nll ngree that he was a pulpit ora-
tor of great gifta.  Rishop Bascom's style as a
writer was not in good tuste; he wan too fond o
high-flown and far-fetched metaphors, wnd he wis
never content unless he was using adjoctives in
the superlative degree—his praise or his censure
was always in extremes, and he expressed bimeell
in lone varenthotian) gnid svolvad wontonsss offon
hard 1o the comprebension.  This same fuull
though in a le=s degree, exhibited itaelf in his or-
His eloquence was sometimes turgid and
toroed, and he seemed determined to lnsh bimeselt
and his audienee into exeitement ; but still he was
hrillinot, pointed, full of knowledge nnd illustea-
tion, and fearful in the force and direotness of his
decinmation  His flaency was great, though the
listener eruld not escape the eanviction that much
of his sermon was studiously prepured and com.
witted to memor

When a boy,
sonnl beanty.

wkil

rﬂ'mrml ver Bishop Hascom's por-
He was tall, well set, with a care

| less eane of nnnmer, in fact, dashed with s gocl

desl of the Kentucky don't-eare, which certainly
had no clerieal primness in it, but which was us
certninly very taking. e was staying then ot
the house of Mr Kelso, a leading Methodist in
01d ‘Town, and it was his wont to wulk the pave.
I could
not but think there was a little harmless con-
sciousness about him, when he saw the passer.ly
halt to gaze at the distinguished preacher.

He drew crowds, ss did Summerfield, thongh it
waa generally Summerfield who drew the largest
orowd, particularly of ladies. Mr. Bascom never
wiag a ludies’ man, which so many preachers are—
w8 was Summerfield. Bascom's pgmd volume
of sermolE siiows much greuter fu tusi force
than Saommerfield's, but Summerfield’s  Sermons«
nud Sketohes of Sermons,” it must be remembered,
were nevyy #pitten for publication, pod were pub.
lighed after his death ; they, however, offend good
tuste less than Bascom’s

Hishop Basoom has fulfilled his mission nobly.
In the volume of his sermons, published about
year since, he mentioned that he had other mann-
soript sermons that he might or might not give to
the publie, sccording to circumstances. It is to
be hoped that his executors will have no doubt on
the subjeot . and it is to he forther hoped that
unto some one worthy of the task, who will make
it o labor of love, his manusoript and lettors may
be confided, so that a trathful and apprecintive
memaoir of this distingnished Methodiat orator
may be glven to the world. i

-

Divoree v Cosngenicrr—A clerieal gentle-
man of Hartford attended the House of Repre.
sentatives lnst spring to read prayers, and being
politely requested to remnin seated near the
Speaker during the debate, he found himself the
spectator of an womarrying process, so alien to his
own voeation, and o characteristic of the Legis-
lature of Connecticut, that the result was the fol-
lowing

IMPROMPTU
Aidilresned by w priest to the Legislabure of Connect ioul,

W pud tlng all connoct-lons famed
Comnecd-i-oul | frlrly named !

| twain conmect in cne, but you

ut those whom | conmect in two.

Enah Leginlatare poemin to sy,

What you CoONNRCT-1-0UT wwhy. '— ( lendor

| SECOND ULYSSES,

An oll man, of very acute physiognomy, nn-
swering to the name of Jucob Wilmot, was
hrought hefore the police court in Philndelphia
His elothes looked as if they might have heen
hought second-handed in his youthfal prime, for
they had sutfered more from the rubs of the worll
than the proprietor himself

Y What business do you follow, W ilmot ¢

“ Business 7 None! D'moa traveller”

“ A vigahond, perhaps 1"

“You are not far wrong—travellors and vig-
honds are much the same thing  The difference
in, that the lutter travel without wmaoney, nod the
formier without brains”

“ Where have you teavellod '

“All gver the continent "

“ For what purpose 1"

“ Ohwervation”

“ What have you olserved 1"

YA little to commend, much to eensure, and
very much to lnugh at”

“Umph! and what do you eoniiend 17

A handsome womnn that will siay at home, an
eloguent preacher that will preach a short ser-
man, & good writer that will not write too mueh.
sud a fool who has sense enough to hold his
tongue.”

“ What do you censure "

A man who marries n girl for her fine dan-
cing, n workingman who believes in the sympa-
thies of professionul gentlemen, & youth who stu-
dies law or medicine while he has the use of his
hands, nod people who elect a drunkard or block-
head to oflies.”

“ What do you laugh at 7

“1 laugh at a man who expeots his position to
oommand that respect which his personnl quali
tice nnd qualifioations do not merit,”

“ Oh, I perevive you nre an utterer of pithy
sentences ; now, | nm about to utter one that will
surprise you "

“ A pithy sentenoe from your honor would in-
deed be u matter of sstonishment.”

“ My wentence is, that you discontinue travel-
ling for the term of thirty days, while you rest
and reeruit yourself at Moyamensing,” (the conn-
ty prison.)

This retort was a poser; and Mr. Wilmot suh-
mitted to the requirements of the * vagrant net,”
and retired from the ball of justice, in company
with n sheriff, without uttering a syllable,

STICKING TO ONE'S RIGHTS.
Old stories very often have a foreible spplien-
tion to present times.  T'he following aneodote we

met with lately in an exchange paper.

“How is it, John, that you g.rrng the wagon
home in sueh a condition 77

“1 broke it driving over a stump.”!

“Where ! "
“ Hack fo the wonds, half a mile or so "
“HBut why didl you run agiiost the stump?
Couldn't you see how to drive straight 7
1 did drive straight, wir, and that is the very
reason that | drove over it The stump was di-
rectly in the middle of the road ”
“ Why, then, did you not go round it 77
 Becnuse, wir, the stump had no right in the
middle of tha i, and | hnd o right in 0"
“T'rue, John, the stump ought not to have
hern in the road, but | wonder that you were so
foolish as mot to consider that it was there, and
that it was stronger than yonr wagon”
“ Why, futher, do yon think that I am always
going to yield up my righta? Not I; | nm de-
termined to stick up to them, come what will”
“But what iy the use, John, of standing np to
;l;lim' ;rhnn you only get n greater wrong by so

olng 1
""l‘uhnll stand up for them ot all hazards'
“'Well, John, all | have to say is this : hereaf-
ter you must furnish your own wagon
In the politienl world there is a very large and
ugly stump, placed dircotly in the middle of the
high road over which our great legislative wagon
haa to puss. What is worse, ton, some of our
Southern fellow-citizens helped the North to place
the stump exuctly in its present position, or rather

f|to dig away the esrth which had previously hid-

den it These very same politicians now insist
in driving directly over the stump, beounse it is in
the middle of the roud, it belng one of thelr un-
doubted rights to use that portion of the highway,
Little care they whether the wagon is broken or
not in the hey inkist on their rights at
all hazards. Would it not be proper for them
to reflect upon the agency they had in giving the
stump itn present position, before they putin praoc-
tioe their threats to break the wagon upon it,
merely hocwuse those who helped them to put it
there, fanoying it a great improvement (o the
highway, will not assist in its removal 7

here 1s one thing very certaiu ; the people who
own the vehioles thut travel over this road, will
take very good care that their rash drivers in
fatare “ must furwish ther onon wagons "= Natchez
Cowrier,

Mr. John 1. Woodgte, of New York, has ar-
rived in Baltimore, with the funds mecessary to

P
“[uha'nt give you two hundred guinoas—there—

.

Church, South, In l’ltllllpﬁl is first tour of duty
nsa b he caught the hillous fever, and after

purchase the freedim of Hamlet, the fugltive slave.

W




